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CHAPTER I. 
NIOK CARTER MAKES A REPORT 


* A gentleman to see you, Mr. Gregory.” 

“Who is it?” 

“Mr. Isaac Bell.” 

“Show him in at once.” 

The office boy for the firm of Gregory, Manners & Co., 
Brokers, of Chicago, retired, and presently ushered in a 
somewhat aged man, plainly dressed. 

“Take a seat, Mr. Bell, "said Horace Gregory, shaking 
hands warmly. 

“Thanks, don't care if I do,” was the reply. 

And the visitor dropped into a leather-cushioned chair. | 

Horace Gregory turned again to the office boy. 

“Frank, if any one comes within the next quarter of an 
hour tell him I am engaged.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

The office door was closed tightly after this, and then 
the broker turned to his visitor. 

‘Well, Mr. Carter, I did not expect you back quite so 
goon,” he remarked, for the new-comer was none other 
than the celebrated New York detective. 

“T suppose not, but I have found out what you wish to| 
know, and I saw no reason for delay.” 

“You have found out already,” cried the broker, in} 
astonishment. 

**T have 

“You lost no time, Mr. Carter.” 

“JT never delay, sir.” 
“Tt is a good trait.” 

“T suppose you are anxious to hear my report,” went on 
Nick, as he threw one leg over the other. 

“Tam.” 

The celebrated detective drew a note-book from his 
pocket. 

“7 have the main facts down in writing,” he explained. 
“But there are many things of which I wish to speak as 
we go along.” 

“Very well.” 

“To begin, then, Benjamin Robert Musmere is an Eng- 
lishman. He was born in Sheffield thirty-two years ago, 
and came to this country with his father, mother, and 
aister when he was fifteen years of age.” 

The broker nodded. 

“The family settled near Terre Haute and prospered, | 
and the young man’s father added some excellent Kansas | 
land and bank securities to his possessions before he 

passed away.’ 

“When did he die?” 

“Hight years ago. | 

“By the will Benjamin was made sole executor of. his 
father’s estate. In the meantime his sister Mary had mar- 
ried a man by the name of Marwell, a farmer.” as 

* Did young Musmere settle the estate properly ® . 

* No. 
matters settled, but all to no purpose.” 

“ What was Musmere dging at the time?” 

“He had forsaken the farm, and, having a good college 
education, he set up as a broker in Terre Haute.” 

“ As a broker!” cried Horace Gregory. 

“Yes. But most of his time was spent in dissipation, 


and in showing eff his wonderful strength, for he is reck- ; 


oned a strong man.” 


On behalf of Mary, Marwell did his best to have | 


He dressed in the height of style, drove a fast team, and 
lived at the best hotel in the town.” 

“ Humph !” 

“He was a good talker—— 

“T know that,” returned the broker, bitterly. 

‘‘And by his talk he beguiled many widows into invest- 
ing their cash with him, promising them enormous rates 
of interest and stunning dividends.” 

‘“‘The scoundrel! I suspécted as much !” 

“One day, three years ago, he decamped, leaving noth- 
ing but a.bare office and a stack of- unpaid bills behind.” 

“ And did no one pursue him ?” 

“A few tried to hunt him up, but it was such a trouble 
to them that before long every one dropped the matter.” 

“T wish they had run him down and sent him to 
prison,” groaned Horace Gregory. 

“ After this, Musmere wandered about from city to city, 
under various names. His career everywhere was the 
same—that of a high-toned dead beat. He carried a high 
head, talked in an important manner, and made every one 
with whom he came in contact believe he was one of the 
solid men of the country.” 

“When did he reach Chicago ?” 

“Not over a year ago. Here he imagined he had found 
his field at last, and he was so impressed with it that he 
set up in greater style than ever. He gave out that he 
was representing an English syndicate with a capital of 
$7,000,000 to invest. You know the rest.” 

Horace Gregory arose and began to walk up and down. 

“T do, Mr. Carter, but you donot.” 

Nick elevated his eyebrows 

“There is something more to tell than that he borrowed 
five hundred dollars from your firm ?” 

“Much more.” 

And Horace Gregory heaved a deep sigh. 

“Tl wager it’s something outside of business,” said 
Nick to himself. 

“Yt is a family affair, Mr. Carter, and I shall rely upon 
your keeping secret w hat I have to tell you. 

“*T never violate secrets intrusted to me, sir.’ 

‘Then listen.” Horace’ Gregory paused. oy have an 
only daughter whom I dearly love,” he began. 

Nick started. 

“In some manner unknown to meshe met Musmere, 
aud the scoundrel fascinated her—I will not say they fell 
in love, for my Edna ig too good to love such a fellow as 
Musmere.’ 

“T have no doubt of it, sir.” 

“They met and continued to meet, and before I was 
aware of it my wife informed me that Musmere wished to 
marry the girl.” 

* He did not ask you for her hand ?” 

‘“‘No. In fact, the whole affair came to light by aeci- 
dent. Musmere knew well enough I. did not approve of 
him, and he had almost coaxed Edna to elope with him.” 

“T understand.” 

“The poor girl was nearly distracted when T informed 
her that the man was not fit company for her, and she 
would not believe that he was a villain. He had told her 
that matters with the syndicate in England were slightly 
mixed, but would come out all right in the end, and she 
firmly believed every word he had said.” 

“He must have had a strong hold upon her affections.” 

“He fascinated her, I tell you; there was no real love 
there. Heisa dangerous man.” 

“T agree with you on that point.” 

“Now he has gone, I don’t know where, and I am in 
constant fear that he will communicate with my daughter 
and persuade her to elope with him.” 

The cold sweat stood out upon Horace Gregory’s brow 
as he spoke, and Nick could see that such thoughts made 
him suffer terribly. 

“You are afraid she will disobey you?” 

“Yes, under the strange influence which he appears to 
| possess over her.’ 

“ And what would you have me do?” 

“Hunt him down, gain all the information you can 
against him, and thus enable me to place him where it 
will be impossible for him to do further harm.” 


9? 


“So I have heard. Go on.” 
“Before long he was regarded .as a coming rich man. 


“J will do it, Mr. Gregory.” 
“T know he is as slippery as an eel, but from what you 
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have already accomplished I feel sure you can do what I 
now desire.” 

“T suppose you would like me to start at once?” 

“The sooner the better, and, Mr. Carter——” 

“Well?” 

“Remember, it is not a question of expense. My daugh; 
ter’s happiness is of the greatest value to me, and I shall 
rely upon you doing your work quickly and thoroughly.” 

‘‘T shall rot disappoint you. Have you any idea where 
Musmere is at this moment?” 

“T have not. But, possibly 1 can find out——” 

“Never mind. I cando that as quickly as any one 


else, and perhaps quicker.” eee 

“Then there is nothing more to say,” replied Horace 
| 
| 


Gregory. 

Nick Carter arose. 

‘*You will hear from me before a great while,” he said, 
and, after shaking hands, he left the broke’s establish- 
ment. 

Passing down Washington street into Fifth avenue, the 
great detective stopped at the office of the Chicago Herald. 

“T wish to see Mr. Charles Galmer,” he said to the clerk 
at the information desk. 

“Mr. Galmer just went out,” was the reply. 

“Where to?” 

-~4 434 Marlin place—there is a suicide down there.” 

“Thank you.” 

Jumping on a street-car Nick soon reached Marlin place, 
and alighting hurried along until 134 was reached. 

A large crowd had collected, and it was with difficulty 
that the great detective forced his way into the hall-way 
of the house, a four-storied flat, far from elegant in ap-| 


pearance. , 


It was not long before he ran across Charles Galmer, a 
round-faced, jolly reporter. 

“T want to see you, Galmer,” whispered Nick. 

The reporter looked at him in perplexity. 

‘“Hixcuse me, but I don’t remember you,” he replied. 

Nick whispered a word in his ear. 

“Oh!” The reporter shook hands. 
here? Not this case, surely,” 

‘‘No. But who is dead ?” 

“A young woman.” 

“ Suicide 2” 

“ Undoubtedly.” 

“Why do you say undoubtedly ?” 

“Because she had no énemies, and was down in the 
mouth because she lost her position over in Siegel, Cooper 
& Co.’s big place.” 

“She lived alone?” 

“Yes: had a furnished room here, and took her meals 
over the way.” . 

“Maybe she was in love.” 

“Nothing of that sort has come to light yet. It’s the 
barest thing I’ve been sent to write up in a month.” 

“ What's the girl’s name?” 

“ Annie Pelham.” 

“She has no relatives ?” 

* None that are known.” 

“What will they do with the body ?” 

“Send it fo the morgue.” 

“Tf I had time I’d investigate the matter and see if| 
jhere was anything in it,” said Nick. “But I have some- | 
thing else to attend to.” 

-“ What do you want to see me about?” ; 

“JT want to find out when you last saw Benjamin Mus- 
mere.” 

Galmer looked surprised. 

“That’s strange!” he cried. 

“How so?” . 

“Why, after Musmere disappeared for over a month, 
J saw him not over half an hour ago.” 

“You are sure ?” 

oe I am. 99 

“ Where did you meet him ?” 

“Up at the corner above here, when I was on my wa 
down,” returned the reporter. ca 


“What brings you 
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CHAPTER II. 
NICK CARTER ON THE TRAOK. 


Nick Carter was somewhat surprised at the informa- 
tion vouchsafed by Charles Galmer. 

He had believed that Benjamin Musmere had left Chi- 
cago, finding the city too hot to hold him. 

“Did you speak to him?” went on Nick. 

“T intended to, but he didn’t give me the chance. 
Queer, too, for I had half an idea he intended to give me 
fits for the blast I gave him in our paper.” 

“What do you suppose he was doing down here?” 

“JT haven’t any idea, although I met him once before in 
almost the same spot.” 

“When was that?” 

“Four or five months ago.” 

“Do you know which way he went?” 

“Down, if I’m not mistaken. Any news for me?” 

Nick smiled. 


He knew how hungry reporters are for a bit of exclu- 


Sive intelligence. 

It brings them in not only money but fame. 

“Yes. Do you remember Jimmy the Buck of Buffalo?” 

“The man who was caught in Chicago playing the 
bunco game on Dr. Sedgewick ?” 

“ The same.” 

“What of him?” 

“He was arrested last night by my two assistants, 
Chick and Wick, in Albany, at Ferguson’s gambling-hall 
on-Second street. The proprietor was also arrested ; no 
bail. Get it in to-day, and you will be twenty-four hours 
ahead of any of the other papers.” 

Galmer was taking short-hand notes. ° 


“Thanks,” he said. “That will make a stickful, properly 


written up, and prove quite a feather in my cap. I won’t 
forget your kindness. I suppose you want to catch Mus- 
mere ?” 

ve I do. ” 

“Tf I run across him again, how shall I let you know?” 

“Leave word for Isaac Bell at the Commercial House 
(that’s yours truly).” 

fel Diag | Pe 

Nick nodded, and, squeezing his way once more out of 
the crowded house, hurried in the direction the reporter 
said Benjamin Musmere had taken. 

He had never met the swindler, but he had a good pho- 
tograph of the man in his pocket, and had studied it well. 

Passing out of Marlin place, the great detective hurried 
along Lawrence street. 

“Tt’s a good deal like looking for the oft-quoted pin in 
the hay-stack,” he muttered to himself. 
chance to help me.” 

Nevertheless, Nick took pains to question everybody he 
saw whom he thought might have seen Musmere. 

As aconsequence, he discovered before long that the 
swindler had taken a car to the Grand Central Depot. 

“He intends to get out of town, and in a hurry, too, ” 
said Nick to himself. “I wonder if he has been in Chicago 
ever since the muss, and, if so, why this great haste just 
now ?” f 

For some reason hard to explain the great detective be- 
gan to associate the swindler with the death of the girl at 
134 Marlin place. ‘ 

He tried several times to remove the idea from his 
mind, reasoning that it was a foolish combination, that 
the strange truth was a mere coincident, nothing more, but 
it was impossible to do so. a 

“Tf T can’t find him at the depot I’ll go back to Marlin 
place and investigate the case,” was his final resolve. 

Arriving at the great railroad station, Nick questioned 
the different gate-keepers. 

At last he found a man who had seen Musmere. 

“ At least I think he was your man,” was the explana- 
tion. “Is he about six feet tall, rather heavily built, and 


wears glasses ?” 


“But 1’ trust to 
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‘* Yes. 


Walks with his head well back.” | 
“I’m sure it was he.” boarding-house across the way.” ; 
“Where did he go?” “Indeed! She looked like a nice girl.” 


“She was, sir, none nicer, not even my own Carrie.” 
“What do you suppose caused her to commit suicide ?” 
“T haven’t any idea.” 


“ Jumped aboard the St. Paul and Minneapolis express.” 
“ How long ago?” 
“Not over half an hour.” 
“ When is there another train in that direction?” “T heard she lost her position?” . 
“Not for two hours and a half.” “That was only temporarily, sir; she was promised it 
Nick thought for a moment, and then walked rapidly; back as soon as the new department was completed in the 
away. Less than half an hour found him back to the flats| place where she worked.” { 
on Marlin place. “Maybe she was jilted.” 
“Hate sent me back,” he murmured to himself. “That’s more like it, sir.” 
let me see what I can bring to light.” “Did she have a beau ?” 
Getting into a corner where he was unobserved, he took} “Not exactly, but there used to be a fellow call here 
off the beard and wig he was wearing and put on others, | once in a while.” 
thereby quickly transforming himself into a quiet gentle-| “Who was he?” 
man of middle age. “My Carrie said that Annie said he was somebody she 
The body of the girl was lying ina front room on the|met three years ago while ona visit to her aunt, since 
- third floor, awaiting its removal to the morgue, and Nick|dead, in Terre Haute.” 
had but slight difficulty in gaining access to the apart-| ‘He only came once in a while?” 
ment. “Ves. Carrie said she thought he was kinder ashamed 
It was the room whichin life the girl had occupied, |of Annie because she was only a working-girl.” 
and it was plainly but neatly furnished. “That’s too bad !” 
On a bureau stood the photographs of an aged man and| “It was, an’ she such a perfect lady.” 
a woman, and Nick rightfully judged that they were pic-| ‘tWhen was this man here last?” 
tures of the dead girl’s father and mother. “Carrie says she thinks she saw him three nights ago; 
Between the two photographs stood an exquisite frame, | but she isn’t sure. Annie didn’t say anything about it.” 
empty. The policeman turned away to speak to the coroner, who 
“Whose picture was intended to be placed there?” had just arrived, and taking advantage of the break Nick 
thought Nick, as he picked up the frame carelessly. slipped out of the room and down stairs. 
He turned it over in his hand. With the burned letters in his pocket, he took a car and 
As he did so, the back fell out, and with it the corner | was soon at the Commercial House. 
of a photograph. Once in his room he set to work at once to see if any- 
Nick restored the back to the frame, and then surveyed | thing could be made out of the charred remains of sheets 
the bit of cardboard he had come across. and envelopes. 
It was searcely a half-inch in size, and torn from the| As he was sorting the stuff out to the best of his ability 
bottom of a photograph. something dropped from the center of the pack. 
Nick saw it contained these letters : 


“Now, 


photograph. 
“tin, phot” | 


“The first stands for a name and the second for photog- | 
rapher,” said the great detective to himself. 

Suddenly he drew from his pocket his photcgraph of 
Musmere. 

At the bottom was printed the advertisement : 


picture it had contained. 
He uttered an exclamation. 
“Benjamin Musmere !” 
The great detective was right. 
The photograph had once been a perfect one of the 
swindler. 
What had been Musmere’s relations with Annie Pel- 
“The two pictures were taken by the same man,”| ham? : ; : : 
thought Nick. “What if the pictures were thesame? But| “Perhaps the letters will tell,” said Nick to himself. 
that doesn’t follow. Martin, no doubt, has taken hundreds} He continued to work over the bits of paper, and at the 
of folks.” end of two hours he was rewarded by the possession of 
Nick looked around. If the picture had been torn from | two almost complete letters. i 
the frame just before the girl died what had become of it? So absorbed did he become that he lost sight of the fact 
Over to one side of the room was a tiny cylinder stove, | that the time for the Minneapolis express was already 
for use in cold weather. It was now cold, but Nick did| past, and that another through train could not be had until 
not hesitate to open the door and peep inside. the following morning. : 
At the bottom of the stove rested a number of half-| He bent over the letters, and with considerable trouble 
burned letters. was able to read every word they contained. 
Looking to see that he was not observed by the police-;. From the contents of the two epistles he gained several 
manin charge, the great detective quickly transferred | important facts. 
the half-burned mass to his pocket. | Jn the first place, he learned that Musmere had been at- 
They should be examined without delay. and if no clew|tentive to Annie Pelham for several years. During the 
was furnished he would complete the destruction of them|past six months the two had become engaged, but the 
and say nothing of having discovered them. first letter intimated that for certain reasons to be ex- 
Nick now made a further examination of the apartment, | plained later the marriage must be indefinitely postponed. 
but discovered nothing to which he could attach any im-| In the second letter, which was also from the swindler, 
portance. a threatening tone was used. He warned the girl to be- 
He had gained admission to the place under the plea| ware, and said that she would rue the day she exposed 
that he thought the girl might be his sisters’ missing| him to the world. That he was now on the road to pros- 
daughter. perity, and though he might not be able to make her his 
“Tt isn’t her, thank fortune,” he said, to the officer in| wife, as she wished, he would support her, providing she 
charge. “Poor girl!” would remove to a home he would prepare for her in Min- 
“Tt’s kinder rough, an’ no mistake,” was the reply. |neapolis. 
“T’ve got the likes of her at home, an’ I wouldn’t like to Both letters were signed B. R. M. 
see Carrie take her own life.” After the reading Nick sat for a long time thinking over 
‘Terrible, terrible !” groaned Nick. ‘Do you belong on| the case. . 
this beat?” Then he went over what remained of the other bits. 
Sldo.” As he did so, he suddenly stopped short and took up the 
“Maybe you knew the poor dear?” letters again. 


‘N. Robinson Martin, Photographer, The Columbian, Lake St.” 


% 


“Indeed Idid. She took her meals over to my wife’s _ 


He picked it up, and found it to bea part of the missing . 


It was considerably charred, but by taking it to the win- 
|dow Nick was able to trace out the main features of the 
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Could it be possible? Yes, it was. 

The bits were covered with spots of blood. 

Annie Pelham had met her death by being stabbed to 
the heart with a curious three-sided dagger. 

Her blood had flowed over her body, and onto the bed- 
spread. 

If she had torn up the letters and set fire to them be- 


fore committing the awful deed, how. had the bits become 


covered with blood ? 

Clearly, she had met death before the letters were torn 
up, and another hand than her own had done the das- 
tardly work. 

Whose hand ? 

It did not take Nick Carter long to decide that point. 

“Benjamin Musmere is a murderer,” he muttered to 
himself. “The thing isto catch the man and prove the 
crime against him.” 


CHAPTER III. 
A STARTLING REVELATION. 


With Nick Carter to think was to act. 

Five minutes after coming to the conclusion that Mus- 
niére Avas ~@ murderer he left the Commercial House dis- 
guised as a book-agent. 

He made his way once more to Marlin place, but instead 
of entering the apartment where the dead body lay, 
sought an interview with Annie Pelham’s landlady, an 
elderly lady of gentle disposition. 

“Good-morning, madam,” said Nick. “Can I show you 
a new work upon the beauties of Longtellow’s poems?” 

“Not this morning, sir,” she replied. 

“Tt is elegantly illustrated, and——” 

“‘But—but, I can’t look at it to-day,” pleaded the 
woman. “Do you not know a woman lies dead up stairs.” 

“Indeed! I noticed the crowd. Some one spoke of a 


“s guicide, but——” 


“She didn’t commit suicide,” exclaimed the lady. “I 

feel sure of that!” 
“But they say so.” 

“They do? Oh, it’s a shame!” 

And the landlady wiped the tears from her eyes. 

Nick saw that she was easily affected, and he put ona 
concerned look. 

“That’s too bad. Who was the woman?” 

“A young lady named Annie Pelham.” 

Nick started. 

“ Annie Pelham who used to work for Siegel, Cooper & 
Co. ?” 

“The same. Did you know her?” 

“J did. And sosheis dead! How did it happen?” 

As he spoke, Nick put down his package of books, and 
edged his way into the door. 

The woman readily admitted him, and motioned him to 
a chair. 

“My son Jack found her,” she began. “He was down 
here, and he thought he heard a cry and a fall. He men- 
tioned it to me, and I told him to goup and see what it 
was.” 

“ And he went up and found her?” 

“Not right away. A few minutes*after I heard the 
front door slam, and told him I guessed Mr. Sweet, who 
had the room next to Annie Pelham’s, had gone out. Jack 
wanted to see Mr. Sweet, so he rushed out the basement 
way to catch him.” 

“And he saw Sweet?” 

“No. He saw no one but several strange men on the 
block. Then he came back, and went up stairs to see if 
Mr. Sweet was still in his room. But he found later on 
that Mr. Sweet had gone out very early in the morning.” 

“T gee. And the murder——” 

“T was coming to that. As Jack turned down the hall- 
way, he heard a groan from Annie Pelham’s room. He 
listened for a minute, and then knocked on the door, and 
asked if anything was the matter—he knew Annie pretty 


well.” 
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‘‘What did she answer?” 

“He thought she cried ‘help!’ but he wasn’t sure. 
He listened again and heard another awful groan, and 
then he got so frightened he tried the door, thinking she 
might be dying and nobody with her.” 

“Too bad !” 

“The door was locked, and the key was gone. Then 
Jack ran, and called Mrs. Brady, who lives on the floor 
below and was coming down. They both heard the groan 
again, and Jack burst open the door and—and there they 
found her with a dagger—in—in her heart.” 

And the woman burst into tears. 

seoor girly? 

“Oh, it was dreadful, sir! dreadful !” 

“And you think she was murdered 2” 

doe 

“Who was the party your son heard go out?” 

“T don’t know. As I said before, he saw several men 
on the block.” 

“Wasn't any of them running?” 

“Jack says he thought she saw one fellow with spec- 
tacles going pretty lively.” 

* Does he remember how the fellow looked?” __ 

“He says the man was pretty heavy set, and held his 
head ratuer high.” 

“That’s Musmere,” thought Nick. 

He shook his head sadly. 

“It’s a sad case,” he said. “Well, I must be going, I 
have my bread and butter to earn. Good-day, madam.” 

““Good-day, sir. Come around some day when I ain’t go 
upset and maybe I’ll look at the books.” 

“Thank you; I will.” 

Nick bowed himself out. 

“That settles the fact that Musmere is guilty,” said the 
great detective to himself. “I know where he went after 
he left the house. I wonder if I cornered him, if I could 
force him to confess his crime ?” 

Nick walked back to the hotel slowly, reviewing the 
situation and forming his plans for the future. 

Once at the Commercial House he learned that a St. 
Paul.and Minneapolis express would leave the following 
morning at seven-thirty. 

This would leave him the evening in Chicago, and he 
resolved to spend the time in following several clews he 
had gained concerning Musmere while finishing up his 
report for Horace Gregory. 

He soon found himself in the vicinity of the Haymarket 
Theater. 

Musmere had at one time opened an office in the neigh- 
borhood, and still counted a number of friends in the 
locality. 

The great detective drifted into a pool-room close at 
hand, and it was not long before he fell in with a young 
lawyer named Todrich, who had once claimed to be Mus- 
meére’s confidential clerk. 

Todrich was an expert pool player, and he delighted in 
exhibiting his skill in pocketing the balls. 

Nick had become acquainted with him under the name 
of Dillett, and he nodded pleasantly. 

“ How are you, Todrich ?” 

* Ah, Dillett, how do.2” 

‘First rate. Have a game with me?” 

“Certainly !” 

Todrich jumped from his chair at once, and the two 
were soon knocking the balls around inine style, for Nick 
was by no means a bad player. 

“By the way, what has become of Musmere?” asked the 
great detective, carelessly. 

“Gone to New York?” was the reply. 

“To New York?” 

‘74 Yes. >i 

“When 2?” 

“Yesterday morning. Ah, how’s that?” 

**Good, couldn’t be better! 
New York ?” 

‘*T haven’t any idea.” 

“As Todrich spoke, he bent over to take a very difficult 
back-handed shot. 

In making this movement, he brushed back the side of 
his coat, and his inside pocket was for an rmstant turned 
upside down. 


What’s he going todoin - 


Se aie |. ee A reise ee 


—— 


eel 


itr 


A letter dropped upon the floor, and Nick picked it up. 

He was about to hand the epistle to Todrich when some- 
thing peculiar about the handwriting struck him.> 

Where had he seen that chirography before? 

He cudgeled his brain for a second. 

Ah, he had it! 

The address upon that envelope had been written by 
Benjamin Musmere. 

Nick at once slipped the letter into his pocket. 

“‘Hxcuse me till I get a cigar,” he said to Todrich, “I 
see you are smoking.” 

“Certainly,” replied Todrich, “Shall I wait or go on?” 

“Go ahead; I know I can trust you, you are sucha 
dusedly clever player.” 

And the great detective laughed. 

Todrich continued to knock the balls around, and Nick 
slipped over to the cigar counter, situated in one end of 
the billiard parlor. ; 

While he was selecting his weed, and lighting up, he 
hastily scanned the letter Todrich had dropped. 

It ran as follows: 


“Dear Sam:—tI am afraid the gameis played at Chicago. I start for 
Minneapolis either to-day or to-morrow. Will you meet me there on 
Friday? Ihave a big scheme to work. Will give you the particulars 
later. If anybody asks you where I am, tellthem I have gone to New 
York. Yours, Brn. MusMERe,” 


Nick shoved the letter back into the envelope, and 
hurried back to the place*where Todrich had just finished 
quite a long run. 

“Waiting,” said Todrich. 

“Allright. My gracious! what a run you’ve made!” 

“Tt was pretty fair,” returned the other, with assumed 
modesty. 

Nick took his turn. 

Then, when Todrich began to play again, the great de- 
tective threw the letter under the billiard table. 

“Say, did you just drop that letter?” he asked. | 

Todrich looked. He turned slightly pale, and hurriedly 
picked the epistle up, and thrust it into his pocket. 

“Thanks! I didn’t know I had dropped it,” he said. 

“ Just slipped out,” replied Nick. 

He continued to play. 

In ten minutes the game was over, and Todrich was the 
winner just as Nick meant he should be. 

“Tt’?s no use. I can’t knock theballs against you,” 
observed the great detective. 

‘‘Have another game?” 

“T haven’t time. I’m waiting for a friend. Some other 
evening I’ll accommodate you.” 

“Tf I’m in Chicago,” replied Todrich, lighting a fresh 
cigar which Nick had handed him. 

“What! do you expect to go away ?” 

“T fancy doing so.” 

“Where are you going ?” 

“T think I shall follow Musmere to New York.” 

‘Work for him there?” 

“Perhaps; unless something more profitable turns up.” 

“T thought you had quite a snap with him here.” 
- “So I had, but he lost most of his money, and that 

makes a difference, you know.” 


“T see.” 
‘“‘T think I can get along on my own hook in New York, 


if I oncé get there,” observed Todrich, carelessly. 

“Of course you can. Well, good-night.” 

“ Good-night.” nt 

Nick nodded pleasantly, and drifted out of the billiard 
parlors. x 

He had learned several more important facts. 

Todrich was still in with Musmere, and the two were to 
meet in Minneapolis on Friday. 

Besides’ this, Musmere had another scheme on hand, 
something of large proportions. What could that be? 

“T think it’s about time I went to Minneapolis,” 
thought Nick. ‘‘Once at their heels it won’t take long to 
ferret out their expected operations.” 

Nevertheless, he did not abandon his search for clews 
which would fasten the murder of Annie Pelham upon 


Musmere. 
He had still until half-past seven o’clock of the follow- 


‘make the best possible use of the time. 


morning to put in around Chicago, aud he intel 


From the billiard parlors he drifted down to one of the - | 


side streets leading to the lake. 


. Here were situated a number of flashy drinking saloons — 
and music halls, and Nick knew that Musmere had occa- 
sionally been seen in the neighborhood. ; 

Just as the great detective was about to enter one 
halls known as the Bower of Music, a shrill ery for help 
sounded in his ear. 

Turning, he beheld a young girl in the hands 
ruffian. ; 

The two were near a dark alley-way leading to the side © 
entrance of the music hall, and the villain was trying his — 
best to drag his victim still farther into the darkness. 

With a bound Nick was beside the pair. 

Without a word, he grasped the man by the coat collar, 
and hauled him backward. 

“What’s the meaning of this?” be demanded. 

“Save me!” cried the girl. “Oh, sir, save me!” 

“J will,” replied Nick. “Who are you?” he demanded 
of the man, who was well dressed. 

‘None of your business,” was the surly response. 

“T think itis. Let go of the lady.” ; 

**T won’t.” 

“Oh, sir, save me!” shrieked the girl again. 

Nick delivered a blow straight from the shoulder, and 
the rascal went down on his back. ios 

Without paying any more attention to him, the gréat 
detective turned to the girl. 

For the first time he now noticed her great beauty and 
lady-like manners. 

“T will see you to a place of safety.” 

“Oh, thank you, yes!” she replied, quickly. 

**You do not belong about here?” 

“No, no!” 

“ Where then, if I may ask?” 

The girl hesitated. 

“T live at No. 573 Rolodet avenue.” 

Nick started. 5 

“Can it be possible!” he ejaculated. 

“What, sir?” . 

“ Are you Miss Edna Gregory ?” 

“T am,” was the low reply. 


of a burly 
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CHAPTER IV. 
ANEW DEPARTURE, 


The young lady was evidently much confused by the 
confession she had just made. 

“Oh, sir, how did you know my name?” she asked, try- 
ing to keep back her tears. : 
“JT know your father, and know he lives at the place 
you mention.” 

Edna Gregory paused. 

“May I ask who you are?” 

“Tf I tell you, you will keep it a secret?” 

“Tf you desire it, yes.” 
“Tama New York detective. My-nameis Nick Car- 
ter. PP) ie 

“T have often heard of you. 
for what you have done for me, sir”. 

“Who was that man I just struck?” 

“T do not know, sir. He came up but a moment before 


you.” : 
‘“‘T gee. Miss Gregory, would you like me to call a cab 2?” 


Tam very grateful to you 


“T have a carriage three blocks up the street. If you -~ 


will take me to that, I will be much obliged.” 

Nick at once offered his arm. Hdna Gregory accepted 
it, after once more pulling down the vail she wore, which 
had been torn aside during her struggle with her as- 
sailant. 

“Tf you will not consider me impertinent, may I ask 
what brought you to this neighborhood at this time in 
the evening?” asked Nick, as they hurried along. 

Edna Gregory heaved a sigh. 


ofthe ~* 
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“TI am afraid I have been very willful,” she replied. 
“Papa did not wish me to do certain things, and I was 
bound to accomplish them.” 

“May I ask, did you come to see Mr. Musmere?” 

Edna Gregory started. 

“TI did! How did you know it?” 

Nick smiled. 


“ Detectives have a way of finding out things,” he said. | 


“Yes, I came to see him, upon his own request.” 

“What! to-night?” 

“So I supposed. But I just found out the message was 
delivered tO me two days after it was sent instead of at 
once.” 

“T gee.” Nick was silent for a moment. “ Miss Gregory, 
will you take the advice of some one who wishes. you 
well?” 

“In what way ?” 

“T wish to warn you against Benjamin Musmere. Have 

nothing to do with that man.” 

* And why ?” 
- Nick looked at the girl with whom he had to deal.. He 
saw how proud she was. The only way to cure her cf her 
infatuation was to hur! the bitter truth directly at her 
heart. 

“ Because he is a thief and a murderer.” 

At these words Edna Gregory stopped short as if turned 
to stone. 

“A thief and a murderer?” she repeated, slowly. 

ie Yes.” ; 

She gave a sharp cry. 

“Oh, sir, you cannot mean what you are saying.” 

“T do mean it.. Benjamin Musmere is a thief and a mur- 
derer, and it will not be long before he is under trial for 
his crimes.” 

Edna Gregory burst into tears. 

“You are willing to swear that that is true?” 
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She bowed her head... By this time they had reached 
her carriage, and Nick helped her in. 

‘“‘T am deeply grateful for what you have done for me, 
Mr. Carter,” said the young lady. “Andif what you say 
is really true, you have saved me from a fate worse than 
death.” 

And in a moment she was driven away. 

Nick watched the carriage out of sight, and then re- 
turned to the vicinity of the Bower of Music. 

Just before reaching the alley-way, he heard a soft step 
behind him. He turned aside quickly, and it was well 
that he did so, for the next instant a hand containing a 
black-jack shot past his ear. 

Before the man who had thus foully attacked him could 
recover, Nick had him by both arms. 

“Drop that black-jack,” ordered Nick, and the fellow 
was compelled to obey. 

‘““Who are you?” went on the great detective. 

“T won’t tell yer,” growled the man. 

“You won’t, eh?” 
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“Then come along with me.” 

“T won’t do that either.” 

Without replying Nick gave the man’s arm a twist that 
caused him to howl with pain. 

“Tet up, boss !” 

“Will you answer me?” 

“T will, But I didn’t mean any harm, boss.” 

“Who are you?” 

“ Wddie Larson.” 

“What, the fellow called Eddie the Royal ” 

' Ves.” 

“What did you attack the young lady for?” 

“ Nothin’.” 

“You lie! Answer me instantly 

As Nick spoke he tightened his grasp upon Larson’s 
arm, and again the man cried out from pain. : 

“T wanted to get something from her.” 

“Her money ?” 

it No. ” 

“What then ?” 

“Some letters.” 

‘Letters ?” 

(74 Yes. bb] 


9) 


‘Whose letters ?” 
“T don’t know. A feller hired me. to stop her if she 

poe come down here, and get a package of letters from 
er.” 

“Who was the fellow ?” 

“A lawyer chap that hangs out around the billiard par- — 
lors up by the Haymarket.” 

‘A tall fellow, with a squat nose?” 

“That’s him.” 

‘“‘What was he going to give you if you got the letiers 
for him ?” ; 

“Ten dollars.” 

“Ts that straight ?” 

“Tt is, so help me——’ 

“But you didnt’ get the letters?” 

“No, yer didn’t give me time,” grumbled Eddie Larson. 

“ Are you sure the young lady had the letters with her 

“The lawyer said she would have.” 

“But you didn’t see them ?” 

“T felt ’em in her pocket.” 

“You took nothing ?” 

“Not a cent’s worth. Say? Who are you?” 

‘‘Never mind. You come along.” 

““W here to 2” 

“You'll see fast enough.” 

“ Are yer goin’ ter arrest me?” cried Eddie the Royal, 
in alarm. 

“That’s about the size of it. 

“Please let me go.” 

Nick hesitated. 

“T may, on one condition.” 

“Name it, boss.” 

“Do you know Ben Musmere ?” 

Eddie the Royal winked. 

“T should say I do.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Skipped.” 

4 Why an 

_ “Got into trouble, I guess.” 

“What about?” 

“T don’t know—money matters, I heard that lawyer 
gay.” 

“When did you see him last?” 

Eddie the Royal thought for a moment. 

“About four or five nights ago.” 

“ Where ?” 

“Over to Isaac Dithauer’s.” 

“Who is he?” 

“A sheney that keeps a hock shop over on the next 
block.” 

“What was he doing there?” 

“T don’t know.” 

‘‘What was he looking at when you came in?” 

“Some banjos.” 

“Nothing else?” 

“There was some daggers and razors layin’ around, but 
I don’t know if he was lookin’ at them or not.” 

“Did you watch him when he went away ?” 
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“Ts that all you know ?” 

ob Yes. 43 

Nick paused. 

“Can I go now ?” asked the man, anxiously. 

“On one condition. You are to remain silent concerning 
this meeting and what you have told me.” 

“‘Correct, boss.” 

“Tf that lawyer asks you about those papers you are te 
say the young lady did not appear, understand ?” 

“T does, yer know.” 

“Now youcan go. But remember if you don’t mind 
what: I have told you I’ll have you in the lock-up in less 
than twenty-four hours.” 

“Pll play yer a straight game, boss.” 

' That's all ask,” 

Nick let go his hlod. Inless than a minute Eddie the 
Royal had slunk out of sight down the street. 

Hardly was he out of sight than Nick Carter slipped 
into the alley-way. 

When he came out again his disguise was once more 
changed, and he now looked very much like an Irish ward 


’ 


detective. 


SRE eS 


the night. 
“This is Isaac Dithauer?”she aeked, pushing his way 
into the shop. 


“T want to know phat koind av a dagger you sold Bete 
jamin Musmere the other noight.” 

The Jew staggered back. 

“Mine cracious! I sold me no dagger !” he cried. 

“Yes, you did, me bhoy.” P 

“Who you vos?” 

“T’m O’Brien, the ward detective.” 

“T did me noddings wrong,” shrieked Isaac Dithauer. 
“TI know me noddings apout Musmere.” 

“Didn’t you sell him a dagger?” asked Nick, sternly. 

The Jew looked the great detective in the eyes, and his 
courage gave way. 

“1 did me noddings wrong,” he said, evasively. 

“Then you acknowledge you sold him the dagger?” 

“Yah, but——” 

“What kind of a blade was it, me bhoy 2” 

With a groan Isaac Dithauer brought forth a dagger 
from one of the show-cases. 

“Ohust like dis, but——” 
i: “Never mind.” 
Be he - Nick examined the dagger. 

It was an exact duplicate of the one with which Annie 
Pelham had been murdered. 

**Vot you vonts of dot?” asked the Jew. 

3 Nothing. i 

““Vot you vos goin’ ter do?” 

* Nothing at prisint, me bhoy. 

“Vot, mine: friend o” 

“Kape this: om ipformation to yerself.” 

“Mine craciows.!”” 


Say ?” 


as 


5 Vot ist der# nadder "” 

“You'll see fast. enough, me bhoy. Good-noight to you.” 

And before Isaap Dithauer could recover from his aston- 
ishment and alarm Nick Carter was gone. 

“No use of pursting the investigation further,” said the 
great détective to himself. ‘“‘Musmere is guilty, and I can! 
prove’ it. The only thing that remains to de.is to catch the | 
man.’ 

It whe after eleven o’clock oe Ae reached his hotel. 

He @scended at once to his room, and despite the start- 
ling : adventures of the evening slept soundly until the fol- 
lowing morning. 

At half-past six he was uv. After shaving and dressing 
he had breakfast, and then hurried to the depot, where he 
caught the express for St. Paul and Minneapolis. 


CHAPTER V. 


NICK CARTER IN MINNEAPOLIS, 


Pais 
thre sax 
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Friday found the great detective in Minneapolis. He 
put up at the Sanborn Hotel, and then started without de- 
lay to find out what had become of Benjamin R. Musmere. 

In a city the size of Minneapolis this was no easy task, 
but Nick set about the work in a methodical manner, vis- 
iting all the resorts he thought Musmere would be most 
likely to stop at, and hunting the hotels day and night. 

Saturday and Sunday came and went, and still Nick 
had not seen or heard of his man. 

“He is probably traveling under an assumed name,” 
thought the great detective to himself. “And for all I 
know he may be in disugise.” 

Early on Monday morning, however, something hap- 
pened, which put Nick upon the right track. 

He was standing on the depot of one of the main rail- 
road lines. when chancing to look around he saw Todrich | 
put a few feet away. 

Nick was in disguise at the time, so, though Todrich 
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He w alieed rapidly toward Tsaac Dithauer’ s estab! a lealked directly past the detective, he did not recognize 
ment, and found the Jew just putting up the shutters for | Nick. 


“Yah? Vot you vonts, mine friondg? was Dithauer’s 
reply. | 
“T want a bit av information,” replied Nick, in saogEich 
on brogue. Re 
_* . *Vot apout, mine friend?” 


‘ 
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“ Hullo! I wonder if she has just arrive 
was in town long ago.’ * 

Thus said Nick to ee 

«He ydetermined, to watch Todrich, sure that ‘the man 
would Sooner br later fall in with Musmere. 

Tadrich stopped to speak a few words with one of the 
railroad officials, and then hurried up the main street. 

Nick followed, and it was not long befoie he saw the 
Fawyer enter a dingy building having a high iron stoop. 

The great detective w alked pasu the place, and read 
upon the door-plate the words: 


? I thought he 


“Doctor Cameron’s Private Hospital for Men.” 
‘“*T wonder what he wishes there ?” thought Nick. “Tl 
go in and find out what sort of a place it is.’ 

He ascended the high stoop, and pulled the cracked 
bell-knob. 

There was a loud peal within, and aca ari untidy 
looking woman opened the door. 

“Ig Doctor Cameron in?” asked Nick. 

“Yes, sir. Please step in his office.” 

As the woman spoke she ushered Nick into a light . 
apartment at the rear of the hall-way. 

It was a typcial doctor’s study, but extremely dirty. : 

“The doctor will be disengaged in a minute,” explained Nai whaa™ erate 
the woman, and closing the door she left Nick to himself. _. »  - 

“T shouldn’t want to come here for treatment if I were — F 
sick,” thought the great detective to himself. ‘I wonder Pia 
how the doctor manages to make the thing pay? Perhaps i | I 
he takes in shady cases; such men who get into trouble kt 
and then want to evade the police.” 

Nick listened for voices, but could hear nothing. 

Approaching the door he opened it softly. 

No one was in the hall-way. 

Stepping outside the great detective peered into the 
front and back parlors. 

There was no one there, and out in the dining-room the 
woman who had let him in was clearing away the dishes 
from the table. q 

What had become of Todrich, and where was the doc-°  , 9 @ 
tor? se ee 

Nick resolved to go on an exploring tour, and at once “4 
mounted the front stairs. a 

Standing perfectly still in the upper hall-way the great 
detective heard the murmur of voices coming from a room 
in the rear. 

Silently making his way in that direction he soon 
reached the door of the room, and here he applied his 7 
to the keyhole. 

Three men were present. One wag evidently Doctor « 
Cameron, and the other two were Todrieh and Musmere. 

“Dye tracked him, atl ist !” muttered Nick to himself, 

“But what is he doing én suchy a, place as this?” 

“So you've come at» last,” He heard Musmere say to 
Todrich. “Why didnt you come on Friday ?” 

“T had that Marli place affair to watch,” was Todrich’s 
reply. 

tAnd how did it 

“All O. K."' 

“They suspect nothivesg? 9” 

“Oh, yes, but you-ain’t in it!” and Todrich laughed. 

“Did you get-the, ley from the other?” went on the 
swindler. 
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“Why not?” 

e She wouldn’t come, although I sent her both of your 
notes.” 

“Humph! Well, let it go, it didn’t amount to so much 
after all, now the other is ended.” 

The doctor cleared his throat. 

‘““Ahem! Excuse me, gentlemen, but I beliace I heard 
the bell’ring, and there may be some one waiting for me be- ; 
low. Is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Field- | 
ing? 

These words were addressed to Musmere. 

“No, doctor, that is all. Of course you understand the 
thing is for my son, who is a medical student.” 

“Certainly.” 


Come out?” asked Musmere, eagerly. 


Se eae 


ee eR 


Ow much did you say it would be? 3” 
“One hundred dollars, 
Musmere  ditew out a 4 
“They oe eae 
the sum. 
Doctor Camskeh 
“And they are 
bills away. 


mgave a hard, dry laugh. 


mere, 

“But it is, I assure you.” 
; eer turned and picked up a bundle lying on the 
able. 

“What have you got there?” asked Todrich. 

“Tl explain to you later,” replied Musmere. 

““As you please.” 


With a quick step Doctor Cameron walked to the door} 


-and threw it open. 

Nick had been expecting this, and was well prepared: 

**Hullo! who are you?” cried the doctor, while Musmere 
and. Todrich gazed at him curiously. 

“Excuse me,” puffed the great detective. 
Doctor Cameron ?” 

“That’s my name.” 

‘TL would like to see you instantly. The lady took me 
to your office, but I haven’t time to spare.” 

“T’ll see you at once.” Doctor Cameron turned to the 
athers. ‘“‘Anything more, gentlemen?” 

», Nothing,” replied Musmere. “Come, Ferry,” he went 
on,’turning to Todr ich. 

ep m with you.’ 

The two hurried down the stairs and out of the front 
door. 

Doctor Cameron caught Nick by the shoulder. 

“Now, what can I do for you?” 


“But is this 


“Can you take in a. friend of mine without delay?” | 


asked Nick, in a low tone. 

“Who is it and who are you?” returned the doctor, 
cautiously. 

“My name is Ellingwood.” 
. “Ellingwood? From where?” 

“Striker street.” 

“The man who rrus the pol scy shop there?” 


mg «Right you are, doctor.’ 


“ And who is the man who claims attention?” 

“Tim Everton.” 

“Byverton? I never heard of him.” 

“Mighty nice fellow Tim is, doctor.’ 

“Hver been to this place?” 

“Vou ought to know better than I, doctor.” 

* Hvidently, but some come under false names, and 

‘‘Rather think he hasn’t been here, doctor. But say, 
will you take him in?” 

“ What’s the trouble?” j 

“He was stabbed last night. It isn*t dangerous, but the 
boys want it attended to. We'll pay phe bill, whatever it 
iS; 

“Very well, then, bring him along.” 

a Ba less than an hour, doctor. You'll be all ready, I pre- 

sume.’ 

“Trust me, Mr. Ellingwood.” 

Taking a deep breath, as if a weight had been removed 
from his mind, Nick hurried out of the front door. 

Doctor Cameron looked after him, and rubbed his 
hands. 

- “T]1 soak him pretty well, see if I don’t, ” he muttered 
to himself. 

But for once the worthy physician was sadly mistaken. 

Meanwhile the great detective passed along the block 
swiftly. Far ahead he saw two men who looked as if they 
might be Musmere and Todrich. 

It did not take Nick long to get sufficiently close to 
make sure that he was not mistaken, and then he dropped 
back. 

But although he did not know it Musmere had been 
watching him narrowly. 

~ Todrich,” he said. 

“What?” 

“Do you remember that man we met at the doctor’s?” 

4 Yes. ” k 

“ He is following us.” 
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Yard to get,” he added, as he stuffed tf cee 


“Shouldn’t be to a man in your position,” laughed Mus: |* 
a 


“‘ Nonsense.” 
“T say he is.’ 

Todrich ages hehind, but Nick had stepped behind a 
tree. 

“JT can’t see him.” 


“He has just passed 
What would he f 
a 


ys Se ht. " 
low us for?” 


i. n't know,dut 1 am nervous.’ 
“That Affaina’ Ol icago was too ean for your nerves.” 
{ Musy ere shook his head. 


“Come with me, * he said, suddenly.. 
“ Ain’t I coming ?” 
“T don’t mean that. - Follow quick !” 
Musmere dove into a dark hall-way, and Todrich did the 
same. 
A minute went by, and then Nick came sauntering by. 
“What did I tell you?” ° 
“He may not be following.” 
“Rats! Just look out and tell me where he is?” 
Todrich did as requested. 
an ‘He is standing on the corner, looking into. a show win- 
ow ” f 
“Let us pass him and turn down the side street.” | 
This was done, and before long Todrich was also con- 
vinced that Nick was following them. 


‘‘What are you going to do about it?” asked the lawyer. 

Musmere pressed his lips tightly together. 

“Tf he is following us he must be a detective——” he 
began. 

“By jove!” 


& hag that being so I intend to teach him a lesson he 
will never forget. Come!” 

Musmere pulled Todrich into another dark hall-way and 
led him through into a back yard, and so on to the next 
block. 

“Now remain here a minute,” went on the swindler, 
pulling from his pocket a long sandbag. 

‘‘Going to give him a taste of that?” 

‘a4 Yes. th : # r 

Musmere stole back into the dark hall-way; and waited. 

As he had surmised, Nick followed into ‘the hall-way. 

But he was more cautious than Musmere had antici- 
pated, aga 

The swindler heard him coming, and struck out witl 
terrific force, but the blow, instead of reaching the Hae 
detective’s head, merely touched his arm. 

Nick jumped back partly stunned. Seeing this Musmere 
aimed another blow, ‘but catching a dim gleam from the 
great detective’s pistol he suddenly changed his mind, 
_jand dashed away at the top of his speed. 

Nick’s arm stung greatly from the blow he had re- 
ceived, but to this he gave but scant attention. 

He made after Musmere, and was not long in gaining 
the street in the rear. 

As he did so a pistol-shot rang out. The bullet struck 
Nick on the head, and he fell over unconscious. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE REPORT OF A DEATH. 


When Nick Carter came to he found himself in a Min- 
neapolis hospital. He had been picked up on Gerrigan 
street about two hours before. 

“Ts the wound serious?” was his first question, put to 
the physician who was in attendance. 

“Not at all, sir,” was the reply. 

“ And how soon can I get around again?” 

“In a few days.” 

‘“‘T wish the best of attention,” resumed Nick. “It is 
important that I get on my feet again as soon as possible. 
I am able and willing to pay for all I get.” 

“Very well, sir. Have you any statement to make con- 
cerning the affair?” 

“No. It was a private matter.” 

“ And your name?” 

“Thomas Smith.” 

' The doctor smiled. 


“Come closer,” whispered Nick. “That will do to put 


jon the hospital book. “My real name is Nick Carter, from 


New York.” 


; 
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“The celebrated detective ?” 
“Yes.” 


“T see. Mr. Carter, you shall have the best care the hos- | took his own life we 


pital can afford.” 

The doctor was as good as his word. On the third day 
following the one on which he had been brought in the 
great detective left the institution feeling nearly as well 
as ever. ; 

He walked to the hotel at which he had procured a 
room, and explained that unexpected business had called 
him away before he could notify the clerk of his inten- 
tions. 

A little, later feeling somewhat weak, he entered the 
reading room, intending to while away an hour before 
starting out on his old hunt. 

He picked up a Chicago Tribune, and almost the first 
thing that struck his eye was a column article, headed in 
this style: 

“BURNED TO DEATH! 
Dashing Benjamin Robert Musmere 
Commits Suicide ! 
He Allows Himself to Be Cremated in a Lonely Hut 
Near Terre Haute, Indiana.” 


The article stated that Musmere had been seen by a 
boatman on the Wabash river at Tecumseh, three miles 
north of Terre Haute, in company with Todrich. 


The two men had requested the man to row them over, 


to a lonely hut on the opposite bank, stating they intended 
to rusticate and fish for a few days. 

The man had rowed them over and left them. 

On the following day Todrich had appeared at Terre 
Haute, and by his invitation two friends had visited the 
cabin and held a sort of spree there, Musmere and Todrich 
taking an active part. 

Todrich had gone back to Terre Haute with the men, 
leaving Musmere in the cabin alone. 

On the morning following, the cabin was found burned 
to the ground, and tacked to a near-by tree was a brief 
note from Musmere, stating that he was tired of life and 
that he intended the cabin should be his crematory. 

The newspaper stated that the broker had probably been 
upset in his mind on account of his recent failure in Chi- 
cago. 

Nick Carter read the article with keen interest. 

Was the report true? Had Benjamin Musmere really 
taken his own life? . 

“Tf he did it was out of remorse for having murdered 
Annie Pelham,” said the celebrated detective to himself. 

He resolved to lose no time in visiting the spot and sat- 
isfying himself as to the truth of the article. 

He went to his room and began to pack his valise, when 
there came a knock on the door. 

Nick opened it, and there stood a bell boy with a note. 

“Tmportant, sir,” said the boy. 

Nick tore the note open. 

He was surprised to find it from the president of one of 
the leading life insurance companies. 

It was a request to call at the office at once, if still in 
the city. 

Five minutes later the great detective was on his way 
to the office of the insurance company. 

He was personally acquainted with Mr. Saunders, the 
president, and greeted him cordially. 

“T knew you were in the city, Mr. Carter, and thought 
I might be able to engage your services on a case that re- 
quires immediate attention.” 

“T don’t know about that,” returned Nick. “Iam now 
working on a case that requires me to leave the city this 
very morning.” 

Mr. Saunders’ face fell. 

“T am sorry to hear that. I know you would be just the 
right man to handle the matter in hand.” 

“What is the case ?” 

“You have heard of the death of Benjamin Robert Mus- 
mere, the Chicago broker ?” 

Nick smiled. 

“*T have.” 

“He was insured in-our company for twenty thousand 
dollars and in the American Mutual for fifteen thousand, 
making thirty-five thousand dollars in all.” 


“Well 2” 

“Our policy contains no suicide clause, and if the man 
must pay over the money to his 

estate.” Se 

“ Aud you thin k——” 

The president of the insurance company leaned over. 

“Of course it won’t do to say so outside,” he whispered. 
“But I am of the opinion that Musmere is still alive, and 
merely invented this story to get the benefit of the insur- 
ance:” ‘ 

“‘T agree with you,” returned Nick, quietly. 

“What!” » 

“Musmere is no more dead than you or I.” 

Mr. Saunders’ face brightened. 

“You really think that?” 

“IT most assuredly do.” 

“Merely from the fishy way in which the newspaper 
article read ?” 

‘‘No. Ihave private reasons for thinking as I do.” 

“You have?” 

ce Yes. 9? 

“Would you mind stating them ?” 

“Not at all—to you. I think I can follow this matter 
up for you and at the same time do what I set out to do 
originally.” : : 

“Do you mean to say you have been on Musmere’s 
track ?” 

“You've hit it.” 

And Nick gave 
since Horace Gregory had engaged him to getvat the bot- 
tom of the dashing swindler’s career. : 

“T know Mr. Gregory slightly,” said the president of 
the insurance company, “and I sincerely trust, for his 
sake and the sake of his daughter, that you show the fel- 
low up in his true colors.” 

“ All you desire, I take it, is to prove he is alive.” 

“No, I want him arrested and made an example of.” 

‘‘T rather fancy the arrest for murder will wipe all the 
others out.” 

“Well, you prove that, and I will let our case drop. Bu 
I will pay you well.” 

~“Thanks. That is all?” 

66 Yes. rel f 

“Then I’m off.” 

“And when shall I hear from you?” 

“ Very soon, in a few days very probably.” 

Nick had brought his valise with him, and now, instead 
of recurning to the hotel, he had a cab take him directly to 
the depot. 

It was not long before he was on the train bound for 
Terre Haute. 

It was rather a long journey, but the great detective 
occupied the time in nursing his wounded head and in 
completing his plans for future action. 

At last, after another good night’s rest, the celebrated 
detective found himself at Terre Haute. He got a farmer 
to drive him to Tecumseh, and then disguising himself ag 
an old backwoodsman hurried to the river. 

He was fortunate enough to get the same man to row 
him over that had taken Musmere and Todrich across, 
and from this individual he learned that Todrich had gone 
away, presumably to Chicago. _ 

An hour later found Nick at the spot where the lonely 
hut had once stood. 

Nothing now remained but a heap of blackened rubbish. 

Half a dozen men were gathered around, and Nick 
joined the party. 

“Terrible bad thing, this yere is,” he ventured. 

“Tt is so,” was the reply, from one of the men. 

“ Have they found bis body yet?” 

“They got his skeleton.” 

“Thet so? Where?” 

“Under them trees, stranger.” 

Nick walked over. Sure enough, under a bit of cloth, 


t 


lay a ghastly skeleton, and beside it a badge, with the ~ 


name B. 
knife. 
Nick smiled to himself. 
“That explains the visit to Doctor Cameron’s private 
hospital,” he muttered to himself. .“ The hundred dollars 
was paid for this skeleton, which was that of one of the 


R. Musmere engraved upon it, and a pocket- 
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doctor’s former patients. The badge and the knife were 
simply thrown in as a blind.” 

Nick returned to the ruins, and began a quiet search. 
Although he looked closely he failed to discover anything 
else whatever, which must have appeared if Musmere had 
really bee: burned up. 

“It’s a clumsy fraud,” he thought. 
do is to trace him up and. arrest him. I suppose Todrich 
had gone back to collect the insurance. Of course if he 
collected it he and Musmere would at once meet and di- 
vide up, but failing in that it?s pretty hard to tell what 
either will do.” 

Nick felt tolerably certain that Musmere would not dare 
to take to any regular road in the vicinity, and conse- 
quently the celebrated detective hunted ,around in the 
woods back of the spot upon which the cabin had stood. 

At first he could discover nothing. 

Then suddenly he stooped and uttered an exclamation. 

Musmere was a dandy so far as his foot-wear was con- 
cerned, and here in the soft soil were the marks of’ his 
footsteps. 

It was no hard job to follow those foot-prints, and Nick 
set at work at once to do so, 

After cutting across the woods and tields for two miles 
ae led directly toward a little way station of the rail- 
road. 

«~* Reaching the station Nick found an old man in charge. 
. “How d’ye do?” he said. 

The old man nodded. 

Nick entered into a long conversation with the old man, 
and at last found out that the night train stopped at the 
station for the sole purpose of taking the old fellow to his 
home at the next station. 

“And was therea man who got on a couple or three 
nights ago?” asked Nick. 

“JT don’t know but what ther wuz,” was the reply: 

“ A tall man ?” 

“Yes, stranger.” 

“Where did he go?” 

“T dunno. Mebbe Howals, the conductor on this train 
coming, can tell yer; he’s on the night train.’ 

As he spoke a train rolled into the station, and Nick 


“The one thing to 


"jumped aboard. 


He found the conductor a wide-awake fellow, who re- 
membered the former passenger well. 
“He went to Terre Haute, and asked me what connec- 
tion he could make for. Wabash.” 
“Wabash, eh?” 
& Yes. 9 
“ He didn’t say anything about Chicago or Minneapolis ?” 
46 No. ? 
. “Thanks.” 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE NEW BOARDER. 


When Nick Carter arrived at Wabash he questioned the 
railroad officials closely, and learned that a man answering 
Musmere’s description had arrived the day previous. 

“ And where did he go?” 

“Don’t know,” was the short reply. 

“Did he take a cab?” 

“Don’t know.” 

Nick walked away. Half an hour later he returned, 
disguised as a rather flashy sporting gentleman. 

He saw three hacks waiting by the depot, and ap- 
proached the three drivers, who were holding an ani- 
mated conversation concerning a certain mare one of 
them owned. 

“Want a cab, sir!” cried all three, i in concert. 

<1'm looking for a pal of mine,” replied Nick, in a 
heavy voice. “He came in yesterday after noon—tall 
chap, holds his head this way. Do any of you know where 
he went to?” tt 

“T carried him, boss,” replied one of the drivers. 

“Where did you take him ?” 

“Want to be taken to the same place?” 

SOT: do. 9 

“Phen jump right in.’ 

The man did not ae to give information without get- 
ting a fare, and Nick did not care to disappoint him, 


He accordingly followed the cab driver to his turn-out 
and jumped in. 

The man at once whipped up his horse, and they were 
soon rolling toward the other end of the town. 

“Now, I don’t want any mistake on this score,” said 
Nick, as he pulled a five-dollar bill out of his pocket. ‘‘I 
want everything straight ; see?” 

The driver took the bill and winked. 

“All right. I thought it was so.” 

“What ?” 

“You’re after him.” 

“Of course I am,” returned Nick, roughly. “And if you 
steer me wrong I’ll come back and lay you out cold ; see.” 

I do.” 

“JT ain’t got no cards with me, but let me say my name 
is Dan Nivers, and I’m from Texas.” 

“Nivers, the card sport?” 

“You’ve hit it, sonny. And I don’t take no bluffs from 
any one.” 

“T°l]l go you straight, Nivers,” was the driver’s reply. 

Presently he drew up. 

“Want to go right up to the door?” 

‘‘Of course. I ain’t playing no hang-back game.” 

“Then here you are.” 

The driver came to a halt in front of a brown stone res- 
idence. 

“Ts this where you took him to?” 

66 Yes.” : 

“What sort of a place is it?” 

“It’s Mrs. Blarcum’s boarding-house.” 

“ Straight?” 

“Yes, indeed.” 

“No shady work 2” 
be Never heard of any. She’s a widow and a “very nice 
woman.’ 

“Many boarders?” 

“Hight or ten.” 

“Men or women ?” 

**Both.” 

‘Allright. You can go.” 

Nick jumped to the ground and ran up the steps of the 
boarding-house. 

A lady was just coming out, and the detective almost 
ran into her. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon, madam,” said Nick, politely. 

= Certainly, sir,” was the reply, ina sweet voice, “Have 
you come to see me?” 

“ Are you Mrs. Blarcum 2” 

“That's my name.” 

“T was told by some friends that I might get board here 
for a few days,” began Nick. 

“T am sorry, but my only vacant room has just been. 
let.” 

“Indeed, may I ask to whom ?” 

“A gentleman named Riggins, from Chicago.” 

Nick pretended to be greatly surprised. 

“Riggins, from Chicago !” he ejaculated. 

“Yes. Do you know him ?” 

“What is his first name?” 

“Paul, I believe.” 

“Paul Riggins! why, of course I do. 

“He is.” 

“Then may I see him? This is quite a surprise.” 

“T’m afraid it will be rather a disagreeable one,” re- 
plied Mrs. Blarcum. 

66 Why Bie 

“Your friend was taken sick last night.” 
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“T wanted to send for a doctor, but he did not want 
medical assistance.” 

“Paul was always a little peculiar that way. Will you 
please show me the way to his room?” 

“ Certainly.” 

The woman led the way into the house and up two 
flights of stairs. 

Then she knocked on a door in the rear. 

“Who's there?” asked a voice, and Nick was certain it 
was that of Musmere. 

“Mrs. Biarcum. Mr. Riggins, there is a gentleman here 
to see you.’ 

There was a hasty movement inside. 


+ 


Is he in now ?” 


22 
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“Who is it?” 

“What is the name?” asked the woman, turning to 
Nick. 

“'Todrich.” 

“Mr. Todrich.” 

There was another movement within, and then the door 
was opened a couple of inches. 

The man inside gave one look at Nick, and then 
slammed the door shut, and locked it, 

In an instant Nick threw his weight against the door, 
which, however, refused to budge.” 

“Stop! stop! what does this mean?” screamed Mrs. 
Blarcum, getting greatly frightened. 

“Tam a detective, and I must get at that man,” 
plained Nick. 

He again threw his weight against the door, and this 
time the lock was torn from its fastening, and the door 
burst open. 

The detective rushed in just as Musmere leaped toward 
the open window. 

‘Stop, Musmere!” cried Nick. 

“Not much !” was the defiant reply. 

And pulling his pistol the insurance swindler tired, but 
Nick was prepared for this, and the bullet merely plowed 
its way through the loose end of his coat. 

Then Musmere disappeared. 

Nick leaped to the window and gazed out. 

A broad gutter ran directly beneath, and next door was 
a building one story lower than the boarding-house. 

Upon the top of this building Musmere dropped, just as 
Nick pulled his pistol. 

The great detective fired, and Musmere uttered a shrill 
ery of pain, for the bullet had nipped off the end of his 
ear. 

The great detective stepped into the broad gutter, and 
in a moment was on the roof of the lower, building. 

Musmere had disappeared, but an open scuttle plainly 
indicated in what direction he had gone. 

Below the scuttle was a steep stairs, and these. Nick | 
descended with all possible speed. 

The apartment below was rather dark, and here Nick 
was compelled to pause to take his bearings. 
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Was Musmere in hiding or had he gone down? 

In a second this question was answered by a violent 
glam of the front door below. 

The swindler had escaped into the street. 

“ Another run for it,” thought Nick. 

He made down the stairs just as a man and a woman 
came from two different rooms. 

“Hi! what’s up?” cried the man, 
screamed. 

“We're after a thief,” returned Nick. “He’s just en- 
tered by your scuttle and ran down into the street.” 

In less than five seconds the great detective was below. 
Musmere was running down the street at the top of his 
speed. Just as Nick caught sight of him the man disap- 
peared into the open door-way of a large saloon. 

It did not take the great detective long to reach the 
spot. 

a entered without hesitation. The saloon was crowded 
with tough-looking characters, but Musmere was nowhere 
to be seen. 

“What will you have?” asked one of the barkeepers, 
coming up to him. 

“Tm after the man who just ran in here,” said Nick. 

“ Nobody run in here,” putin a burly fellow, as he came 
walking from the rear. 

His name was Tim Anderson, and he was the proprietor 
of the saloon. 

“A man just ran in here not over a minute ago,” re- 
turned Nick, calmly. “I want to see him.” 

“And [I say he didn’t,” cried Anderson. 
word go?” 

Nick measured the fellow from head to foot. 

“No, it don’t,” he replied, quietly. 

Tim Anderson laughed. : 

“Vou’re a fine cove to come into a man’s place of busi- 
ness and talk like that,” he said. “I don’t know anything 
about the fellow you seem to be after, and the best thing 
you can do is to Bet right out before I wipe up the floor 
- with you.” 


and the woman 


“Don’t my 
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“T°ll do nothing of the kind. The man is in here, and I 
intend to search for him.” 

“Have you a search warrant ?” 

66 No. ” 

‘““Then there will be no search. Get out of here, quick !” 

As Tim Anderson spoke he caught Nick by the shoulder 
and tried to run him out of the saloon. 

The next instant Nick turned on the saloon keeper and 
planted a blow between his eyes that erence the man 
flat on the sanded floor. 


CHAPTER. VIII. 
THE ROW IN TIM ANDERSON’S. 


Tim Anderson was astonished. 

A minute before Nick had entered he had been sitting 
in the back room, trying to figure cut several bills that 
were to be paid when the door had burst open and Mus- 
mere had entered. 

Anderson had known Musmere for years. 

“Say, Tim,” cried Musmere. “Hide me, quick !” 

“Ben! What’s up”! 

“A detective is on my heels! Hide me!” 

There was no time to say more. Anderson jumped ie 
his feet and opened the door leading to the cellar. 

““Down you go!” he said. 

“Tell them I didn’t come in here,” 
disappeared into the darkness below. 

* T: will.” 

Anderson shut the door, and came out into the saldon 
where he was so easily floor ed. 

He was all but stunned by the sledge-hammer blow the 
celebrated detective had delivered, and it took him sev- 
eral seconds to realize what had happened. 

In the meantime several of the crowd who were cronies 
of Anderson leaped forward. 

Nick leaped upon a table and drew both of his pistols. 

“Back, every man of you!” he cried. “This is. my 
| game, not yours.” 

There was a sudden hush, in the midst of which the 
saloon keeper Sprang up. 

“At him, boys!” he hissed. 
leave this place alive !” 

‘We'll see about that,” responded Nick, coolly. 

He looked around. In front of him were ranged a 
dozen men or more. In the rear the saloon was deserted. 

With a sudden leap he jumped toward the rear. Two 
pistol-shots rang out, but he was not touched. 

A second later he disappeared into the back room, shut- 
ting and locking the door behind him. 

“After him!” roared Tim Anderson. 
escape !”” 

“ He’s barred the dure!” howled one man. 

“Bu’st itin! A tenner to the man that first lays hands 
onto him !” 

Crash ! 

The door came down in a jiffy, and the men poured into 
the back room. They were a tough gang, and were willing 
to do anything for their leader. 

Nick was nowhere to be seen. 

“Where the divil is the spalpeen gone !” 

“The back winder is open !” 

“ Out into the alley-way, boys !” 

A rush was made for the alley-way. 

Tim Anderson was in advance. 

“ There he goes!” cried some one, pointing up the street 


said Musmere, as he 


oa 


“He hit me, and he sha’n’t 


“Don’t let him 


|at the other end of the alley. 


Anderson gave a look. 

“No, that ain’t him,” he growled. 

“Who is it, then?” 

“The man he was after—a friend of mine.’ 

“Oh! Well, where is the fly cop?” 

*T don’t know.” 

‘‘Supposing we search the barn?” 

‘‘Do it, boys.” 

Another rush was made for the tumbled down stable in 
which Tim Anderson kept his horse. 

Anderson himself rushed down into the cellar from the 
outside, the door being wide open. 

On the steps he ran full tilt into Nick, who had gone 
down and was now after Musmere. 


¥ 
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The saloon Tee saen gave a yell, 
“Here he——” 
He got no further. 


‘ 


Fifteen minutes brought the. two into a locality which 
in a short space of time had become well known to Nick. 
It was that in which Tim Anderson’s saloon was situ- 


Nick’s terrible right arm again shot out, and down| ated. 


went Tim Anderson once more. 


“Gan it be that he intends to call on that fellow?” 


This time ne was knocked out clean and lay like a log| thought Nick. 


Springing over the prostrate body Nick made a dash up 
the steps and across the yard. 

As he did so several came from the barn, and he was at 
once discovered. 

“There he is!” 

“Where are you, Tim? 

Nick did not wait to hear more. 
the alley-way. — 

The men were close at his heels, and one of them suc- 


We’ve found him !” : 
He skipped through 


. ceeded in catching him by the arm. 


Then another caught him by the shoulder. 

Several more hurried up. 

Nick realized that he was in a critical position. 
: Without saying a word he lifted up the nearest man 

odily. 

Med Take that!” he cried to the others, and hurled their 
companion full into their faces. 

Most of the crowd went down under this fierce on- 
slaught. 


OE a him! 1? 
ai Curse hi 


4 


“Shoot him, fellers !” 

Before this threat could be carried out Nick was well 
out of the way. 

He had lost sight of Musmere, and now only thought to 
get clear of his pursuers. 

This was easily accomplished. 

A turn around the next corner and several 
changes in his disguise, and the thing was done. 

When the crowd came up they discovered an old man 
sitting on a stoop smoking a pipe. 

“Say, old man?” 

“Hh?” drawled Nick. 

‘Did a feller just run past here?” 

“Reckon he did.” 

“ Which way did he go?” 

“Over through that cross street.” 

And Nick pointed in the direction. 

The crowd at once continued on their way. 

As soon as they were out of sight the celebrated de- 
t-ctive arose and walked away in the opposite direction. 

Nick walked slowly on until he reached the main street 
in Wabash, oes his eyes wide open for signs of the} 
swindler. 

“Now I ouier what made him come to this town?” 
Nick asked himself. “Is he afraid to appear, even though 
disguised, in Chicago or Minneapolis ?” 


rapid 
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Nick concluded that such was the true explanation of 
Musmere’s movements. 

Presently something prompted the great detective to 
walk ounce more toward the depot. 


Todrich reached the commer, paused a moment, and then 
crossed over and entered the saloon. 

“That settles that,” said the detective to himself. “He 
|knows Anderson, and of course so does Musmere. The 
swindler knew just exactly where he was going when he 
entered the place.” 

Nick waited for a moment, Jooked to see that his pres- 
ent disguise was in order, and then followed Todrich. 

He found the larger part of the gang of toughs had re- 
turned, and were sitting at the tables, discussing their 
failure to capture him. 

Todiich was in the rear, talking to Anderson. 

“You are?” he heard the saloon keeper say. 
stairs with me.” 

And the two left the saloon by a side door. 

Nick turned to the barkeeper. 

“Give mea glass 0’ old ale,” he said, in a trembling 
voice. 

“All right; pop,” was the reply, and he was quickly 
served. 

The great detective drank the ale slowly. 

He listened to what the men had to say, and also tried 
to form some plan in his mind whereby he could sneak 
after Todrich and Anderson. 

By great good luck the front door presently opened, and 
aman stuck his head in. 

“There goes Slade’s black mare!” he shouted. 

“What, run away?” asked several. 

“Yes, going for all she’s worth.” 

At this announcement the gang rushed for the door. 

Taking advantage of the movement Nick put down his 
glass and a five-cent piece, and watching his chance 
opened the side door and entered the somewhat dark hall- 
way beyond. 


“Come up 


CHAPTER JX. 
THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 


In the hall-way Nick paused to listen. 

At first he heard nothing. 

Then came the faint murmur of voices, not from above, 
but from a small room at the rear of the hall-way. 

Nick was just about to approach the door of the room 
when an unexpected noise stopped him. 

There was the rattle of a chain, and then the sharp bark 
of a dog. 

“Duse take the luck!” muttered the detective. 

He was about to pull his pistol when the door in the 
rear opened and Tim Anderson came forth. 

The dog continued to bark, and Anderson came for- 


He turned his footsteps in that direction, and it did not} ward. 


take him long to reach the platform. 
As he stepped upon it there was a whistle in the dis-| 
tance, and a few seconds later a train came steaming in. 


Then he discovered Nick, and started back. 
“Who are you?” he demanded. 
“Take off the dorg! take him off !” howled Nick, in pre- 


Half a dozen passengers alighted, four of whom were Honda terror. 


men. 
Nick looked at the men carelessly, and then upon the 
instant his interest was aroused. 
“Where have I seen that fellow before?” he thought to 
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‘*He’s chained, and can’t hurt you,” replied Anderson. 
“Sure? I don’t want ter git no hydrophoby, I don’t.” 
“That’s all right, old man.’ 


ie Maybe it is and maybe it ain’t. I don’t want ter run 


himself, as he watched an old man who was walking| no risks.” 


slowly in his direction. 

The great detective could not answer the question. 

The old man passed him at a slow gait, and thus gave 
Nick ample opportunity to size him up. 

Something in the old man’s walk had solved the mys- 
tery of his identity. 

“He is a poor hand at disguises,” thought Nick, for he 
had recognized the man at once as Todrich. 

“JT was almost certain he had gone to Chicago,” said 
Nick to himself, “but it is now evident that it was ar- 
ranged that he should meet Musmere here.” 

Todrich must, of course, be followed. 

Nick saw him ask a few questions of a hackman, and 
then walk down the street. 

He kept him well in sight. 


“Who are you?” 

“My name’s Grimes.” 

“What brought you here ?” 

“Ts this Tim Anderson’s house ?” 

rots 

“TI came to see him.” 

‘What do you want?” 

““Are you the man?” 

4é Yes. 7 

“A feller sent me here to tell you that he wouldn’t be 
back.” > 

“What fellow ?” 

“He didn’t give no name. 

Anderson nodded. 

“Is that all?” he asked. 


He said you would know.” 
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‘*What else ?” 

“He said there was to be another feller here.” 

“Well?” 

“This feller was to meet him as soon as possible.” 

““ Where 2” 

He said he’d know.” 

Tim Anderson was perplexed by what Nick said. 

“Say, Sam!” he called. 

Todrich appeared. 

“ What’s up?” 

Anderson began to talk to him in a low tone. 

Nick tried to catch what was said and managed to hear 
a few words concerning a certain old factory situated at 
the upper end of the-town. ets 

Presently both turned to Nick. 

“ks that all?” 

(<4 Yes. DB 

“ All right.” 

“Do you know where to go?” went on the great detec- 
tive, turning to the lawyer. 

“Who said I was the man to meet him?” 
Todrich. 

“Hxcuse me, I didn’t know,” returned Nick, hastily. 

He hesitated in front of Anderson, and rubbed his hands 
together. 

“Waiting for a tip, eh?” laughed the saloon keeper. 
“ Here you are.” i 

He put his hand down into his pocket, and handed over 
a dime. 

“Thank you.” 

“Tf you step into the saloon you can have a bracer.” 

“Hxcuse me, boss, but I’ve sworn off.” 

‘*The devil !” 

“Had to.” 

* How so?” 

‘Because I seed the biggest snakes twice a week ever 
grew. Iain’t going to drink a drop fer a month.” 

“Well, suit yourself.” 

‘*Hold on,” put in Todrich. “Where did you meet the 
man who sent you here?” 

“Down back of the depot.” 

“Ts he there yet?” 

“T reckon he is.” 

“Will you show me the way? 

Todrich did not finish. 

“Certainly, I'll sbow you the way, if——” : 

‘“There’s something in it, I suppose,” laughed the law- 

er. i 
a Well, you see I’m a poor man and-——” 

“That’s all right, dad. Lead on, and I’ll make it all 
right with you.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Will you be back?” asked Anderson. 

“Certainly.” 

“Goods? i) 

The two moved to the front door. Nick managed to 
keep ahead, and he opened the door before Anderson had 
time to notice that it was locked from the inside. 

Once on the street, Todrich turned to Nick. 

“You say you met this man back of the depot?” 

“Yes.” N 

“Was he alone?” 

SR T= dd 

“What was he doing?” 

“Nothing but waiting, boss.” ; 

“ Was there anything the matter with him?” 

‘‘He hada cut on his ear.” 


> “ Humph !” 
Todrich had learned from Anderson that Musmere had 


been wounded, and he now felt certain that Nick was 

leading him to the right party. 
They walked on rapidly. 

4 Nick’s mind was busy. 
“This way, boss,” he said, as he turned a certain corner. 
“Why, the depot is in this direction,” replied Todrich. 
“No, if ain’t.” 

* Yes, if is.” 
“Not the one I mean.” 


$s Oh pu 
fodrich followed Nick for.several blocks farther. 


growled 


I can’t wait fill——” 
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Presently the two came in sight of the police station. 
Todrich began to show signs of uneasiness. — 
Nick placed his hand on the lawyer’s shoulder. 
‘Here we are,” he said, quietly. 
“What!” cried Todrich. 
“This is the place where we will stop.” 
Todrich ripped out an oath. 
“What do you mean?” he demanded. 
“Cannot you guess, Todrich.” 
“What, you know me?” 
“Of course I do.” 
“Who are you 2” 
“Nick Carter.” 
“The devil !” 
‘No, the New York detective.” 
: “Then you have played me false.” 

~“T have played to win.” 

“Take that!” 

Todrich aimed a blow for Nick’s head, but he did not 
know with whom he had to deal, for he was easily over- 
powered and marched into the police station. 

“ Hullo, what’s up?” cried the sergeant in charge. 
“I want this man locked up,” replied Nick. “Call a 
man to hold him.” i 

‘“What has he done?” 

“T’ll tell you as soon as you have him safe.” 

A moment later Todrich was handcuffed. 

Then Nick took the sergeant aside and related h 

The officer of the law smiled broadly. 6 

“It was a clever dodge, Mr. Carter,” he said. “TI sup- 
pose you intend to go after the other man without delay. 
Do you wish any help? If so, Iam at your service.” 

“Thanks. I think I can manage the affair alone.” 

““ Just as you say.” 

“Can you tell me anything about the old factory I heard 
mentioned ?” 
| “Yes. Itis about half a mile up the river, back of the 
‘Corning lumber yards.” 
“Ts it in use?” ; 

“I believe the owner is doing a little experimenting 
; with the furnace, that is all.” 

‘Which is the best way to get there?” 
| The sergeant gave Nick proper directions. a 
| A minute later the celebrated detective stepped to: where 
| Todrich was standing. 
: “Hand over your hat,” he said. 
“Bh 2” 
| ‘Hand over your hat?” 
| “What for?” 
| “Never mind; do as I tell you.” 
{ 


is story.™ 


Todrich passed over the article. 

“Now your coat.” 

“Do you intend to rob me?” 

“No; you shall have them back dater.” 

‘‘What are you going to do with my things?” 

“That is my business.” 

“T won’t give you the coat.” : 

The lawyer had hardly spoken when Nick took off the 
; handcuffs and bent back his arms. 
| A second later the coat came off and also the vest. 
j. \ Here, you can wear mine for a while,” said Nick, toss- 
ing over his own garments. 

“Don’t want them,” growled Todrich. 
committing an outrage upon me.” 

“Tndeed !” 

“Why have you arrested me?” 

“For conspiracy to defraud the insurance companies.” 

“Tn what way ?” 

“You know well enough, Todrich. You have reached 
| the end of your rope.” 

Without further words, Nick turned away, having 
added a few touches to make of himself a second Todrich. 

He put onthe lawyer’s vest, coat, and hat, and then 
left the police station. 

“Now, for the last act in this little drama,” he mut- 

tered to himself, as he hurried off for the old factory, 


“T think you are 


CHAPTER X. ” 
A STRUGGLE FOR LIFE, 
Of course, Nick Carter knew it was mere supposition - 
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mjamin Musmere would make his way to the old 


ihe great detective b,lieved in luck, and felt it in 
nes that another m¢eting with the swindler was 
t hand. 

‘id not take him long to reach the Corning’ lumber- 


ssing through them he came in sight of the old fac- 
from the tall chimney of which heavy black smoke 
pouring. 
pomebody must be around,” he said to himself. 
p stopped at the foot of the lumber-yards, and waited. 
resently aman came from the factory. He wasa 
nger to Nick, and the celebrated detective felt sure it 
s not Musmere. 
he man walked away without locking the door of the 
gine-room. 
As soon as he was out of sight, Nick hurried forward 
and peered through the window. 
As far as he was able to discern the great bujlding was 
deserted. ; 
He pushed open the door, and entered. 
fAll was gloomy and silert within, save for the crack- 


‘ing sound which came from the blast furnace situated to| 


one side. 

fina ench lay a number of drawings and several cast- 

ms, bit that was all. 

Nick sat down on a stool, and waited. 

Half am hour went by. 

Had he come on a fool’s errand ? 

Nick was just beginning to ask himself that question 
when he heard a soft step outside. 

He instantly jumped out of sight behind the bench. 

The door opened, and a man’s head appeared. 

“Musmere !” muttered Nick. 

The celebrated detective was right, the new-comer was 
the swindler. 


Musmere paused at the door for a second, and then| 


entered the factory. 
As he did so Nick came ‘forward. 
“Hullo, Ben!” he cried. 
itis tone of voice was an exact imitation of Todrich’s , 
and Musmere was completely deceived. 
“What, you!” he exclaimed. 
mauxactly,” 
And Nick held out his hand. 
Musmere shook it nervously. 
“What brought you here?” he asked. 
“T was up to Anderson’s.” 
**Did he tell what happened ?” 
“He did, and I thought I might find you down here.” 
“T expected you. You know I said either Anderson’s or 
this place.” 
“Yes, | remember.” 
Musmere put his handkerchief to his ear, which was 
still bleeding slightly. 
“T’ve had a close call,” he went on. 
“So I heard.” 
“Tt beats the devil how I was tracked.” 
““What do you intend to do, now 2” 
wil hardly know. Do you think you can collect that in- 
ice ?” 
can try.” 
Finere paused. 
yn suddenly he looked at Nick and turned pale. 
Something is wrong,” thought the great detective. 
What’s the matter?” he asked. 
f-J—I—my ear hurts me,” faltered Musmere. ‘Just 
't till I get a little water from the river to bathe it 


ere is a pump,” replied Nick, 

A[usinere made no reply. 

Te seemed to be thinking deeply. 

lick’ Watched him closely. 

‘Ha! They are coming, are they?” cried the swindler, 
pointing to one of the windows. 

To act his part, the detective loosed in the direction. 

The same instant he received a terrible blow on the side 
of the head. 


A fiendish look crossed Musmere’s face. 

He was a perfect demon when aroused. 

“Tnat’s the time I did him up,” he muttered, between 
his set teeth. “He won’t follow me any more.” 

He knelt beside Nick’s form, and felt of the detective’s 
heart. 

“Humph! still alive! I suppose I had better knife him 
and make sure.” 

He drew out his knife, and felt of its keen edge. 

Then he paused. 

A curious look came into his eyes, and, jumping up, he 
crossed to where the blast furnace was in operation. 

With the bar he opened the door of the furnace. 

A puff of hot air and flames came rushing out. 
all was a mass of seething fire. 

Musmeer glided over to one of the windows, and looked 
out. 

Not a soul was in sight. 

A moment more and his fiendish design would be ac- 
complished. 

He lifted Nick’s body from the floor, and carried it in 
his arms toward the furnace door. 

As he did so, the great detective gave a deep sigh, and 
struggled slightly. 

“T must be quick,” muttered Musmere. 
to very rapidly.” 

Lifting the body, and moving it to and froso that it 
might gather a swing that would carry it into the midst 
of the fiery furnace, he gave the final move and let go 
his hold. 

Just then Nick came to his senses. 

He put out his hand, and caught hold of -Musmere’s 
arm, and both rolled to the floor, directly beneath the 
furnace door. 

“Curse you!” howled the swindler, striking out with- 
out effect, for, feeble as he was, Nick Carter warded off the 
blows, and managed to draw his pistol. 

He pressed the muzzle directly against Musmere’s fore- 
head. 

“Another move and I will blow out your brains,” he 
cried, sternly. 

“T’ll give in!” howled the swindler, and in a minute 
more Nick had recovered sufficiently to manage his pris- 
oner easily. 

“What do you want me for?” growled Musmere. 

“T want you for numerous swindles, and for the mur- 
der of Annie Pelham.” 

As Nick spoke there was a noise at the door, and the 
owner of the old factory entered. 

He was astonished to find the furnace door open, and 
still more so to discover the two men. 

Nick quickly explained matters to him, and the man at 
once furnished a rope, with which Musmere was bound, 
and taken in one of the factory wagons to the police 
station. 

All this happened but a few months ago. 

Musmere is now in prison serving out a twenty years’ 
sentence for murder. 

Todrich was sentenced to five years at hard labor, but 
blew out his brains in open court immediately after the 
sentence was pronounced. 

Edna Gregory was deeply grateful for what Nick Carter 
had done for her, and her father and the insurance com- 
panies rewarded Nick liberally for his remarkable ex- 


posures, 


Inside 


“He is coming 


[THE END.] 
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He saw millions of stars, and sank to the floor uncon-| Pub’ 


scious. 
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